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enjoying the food and the wine. Here was the
place for him! He would stay . . . one month,
two, three? Old Carey was thinking of a dog of
his, Pluto, who was as game a dog . , .

Warren Forster, who had scarcely spoken,
sat, his eyes secretly fixed on Judith. Judith,
placed so demurely there, once in his arms
while the logs crackled in the stone fireplace.
Judith, the passion of his whole life. * . .

And Judith herself began to wish to escape.
She felt unwell, some great uneasiness at her
heart. She was in the camp of the enemy! It
was as though she could foretell in some secret
way all the consequences that were to come out
of this move into Westaways, a move made from
vanity and vainglory. She had sympathised with
Will, but now she felt that he was there only
that he might snub Francis. And as for his son!
He seemed to be more overbearing with every
minute that passed, as the room grew more
heated, the food more grossly devoured, the wine
more carelessly drunk, the lights more brilliant,
He seemed to grow and hang over her in a vast
imposing shadow. He had drunk great quan-
tities of wine, but it had not affected him. Will's
speech was already clouded, poor old Carey was
waving his glass with uncertain hands, Monty
Cards was calling for a song in a shrill high tone,
James scowled. ... It was time for the ladies
to be gone.

They rose. Walter got up, bowed, then
kissed her hand.

* Adieu, Cousin Judith 1 '